night were closing around me, for what have I to do in
this world if I cannot do my work ?
Palazzo Giustiniani, Venice. September 27, 1858.
. . . You will be pleased to hear that Venice has not
disappointed my expectations. The melancholy silence of
the Grand Canal, on the banks of which I live in a stately
palace with large rooms, is sympathetic to me. Amuse-
ment and an agreeable diversion of the mind are afforded
by a daily walk in the square of St Mark, a trip in a gon-
dola to the islands, walks there, etc. It will be the turn of
the art treasures later on. The entirely new and interest-
ing character of the surroundings is very pleasant to me.
I am waiting for my grand piano, and hope to resume my
work without interruption nest month. My only thought
is of completing Tristan, nothing else.
Venice. October 19, 1858.
I have at last got my Erard. It stands in the large echo-
ing hall which serves me as a study. There Tristan is to
be finished this winter. The first act, dearest friend, is
quite complete ; ask Hartels to give you the proof-sheets
of the full score, which is already engraved. In the com-
pletion of the second act, which I have only slightly
sketched, I am continually interrupted by visits. I have
just begun working at it again; it will be very beautiful,
and is to be finished and printed by the end of this year
at the latest. By March the last act will follow, and if all
goes well I shall witness the first performance about
Easter.
Venice. January 2, 1859.
Believe me implicitly when I tell you that the only
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